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Night Raid

The sleepers humped down on the benches,

The daft boy was playing rummy with anyone he could

get,'
And the dancing girl said,' What I say is,

If there's a bomb made for YOU,

You're going to get it/

Someone muttered, 'The bees are coining again, *

Someone whispered beside me in the darkness,

'They're coming up from the east,'

Way off the guns muttered distantly.

This was in the small hours, at the ebb*

And the dancing girl clicked her teeth like castanets

And said, 'I don't mind life, believe me*

I like it. If there's any more to come,

I can take it and be glad of it'

She was shivering and laughing and throwing her head

back.

On the pavement men looked up thoughtfully,
Making plausible conjectures. The nignt sky
Throbbed under the cool bandage of the searchlights.